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I	t’s	 the	 first	 Saturday	 in	 November,	and	the	grounds	of 	Visitation	Catho-lic	Church	in	the	Washington	County	
town	 of 	 Verboort	 are	 awash	 in	 Pacific	
Northwest	 rains	 and	 Old	 World	 smells.	
The	 incessant	 drizzle	 speckles	 eyeglasses,	




“The	 Rains.”	 And	 the	 cold,	 consistent	
drizzle	is	as	much	the	subject	of 	conversa-
tion	today	as	the	sausage	that	summoned	
the	 hearty	 crowd,	 lined	 up	 200-people	
deep	at	9	a.m.	It’s	tradition,	after	all.
“What	 surprises	 me	 most	 each	 year	 is	








jackets,	 camouflage	 caps,	 work	 boots	—	
even	the	odd	pair	of 	wooden	clogs.	People	
in	one	line	wait	to	buy	bulk	sausage	from	





Wash.,	 huddle	 together	 and	 spy	 the	 long	
lines	from	a	boggy	field-turned-parking	lot	
across	 the	 street	 from	 the	church	and	 its	
yard	of 	California	redwoods.	Don	clutches	
cash	with	one	hand	and	 the	 front	of 	his	









rolls,	 lemon	 pie,	 coffee.	 Warm	 coffee.	
“He	doesn’t	want	to	miss	out	on	the	bulk	
sausage,”	 Shirley	 says,	 as	 the	 “Pennsylva-
nia	Polka”	plays	repeatedly	from	outdoor	
speakers.	 “One	 year	 we	 came	 all	 of 	 the	
way	out	here	and	it	was	gone.”	
Staggering,	considering	how	much	food	





of 	 700	 volunteers	 typically	 serves	 more	
than	17	 tons	of 	 sausage	 to	 about	10,000	
people	in	a	single	day.	
About	40	people	make	the	sausage,	but	








owner	 of 	 an	 honest-to-goodness	 Dutch	
windmill	in	her	front	yard.	“You’ve	got	to	
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have	 something	 for	 little	old	 la-
dies	to	do.”
The	 sausage	 dinner	 is	 always	
on	the	first	Saturday	of 	Novem-
ber,	an	event	that	summons	folks	
from	 as	 far	 away	 as	 California,	
Idaho,	 and	 Washington.	 One	
year,	 a	 group	 of 	 Japanese	 tour-
ists	 showed	 up,	 Jerod	 Verboort	
recalls.	 “We’ve	 had	 years	 past	
where	 people	 have	 camped	 out	





are	 lining	 up	 and	 hunkering	
down;	 others	 are	 walking	 away	










sider	 pushing	 the	 dinner	 up	 a	





“Besides,	 if 	 the	 weather	 were	
better,”	 he	 adds	with	 quick	wit,	
“we	might	get	more	people	out	
here	 and	 not	 be	 able	 to	 feed	
them	all.”	M
Visitation Catholic Church and the Verboort Sausage Festival. 
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"I say my prayers for
 good weather, but 
 we never get it."
— Sister Clare Vandecoevering
